STANHOPE : Good. Everything quiet ?
S.-M. : It's all right opposite 'ere, sir, but the
guns are goin' sard down south. 'Eavy bombard-
ment. Not sure if it ain't spreading up this way,
sir.

STANHOPE : Very likely it is. The officers are
coming up in a minute. They'll stand by with
their platoons. I must stay here awhile in case
of messages. I shall come up directly things
begin to happen.

S.-M. : Very good, sir.

STANHOPE : Are the men having their tea ?

S.-M. : Yessir.

STANHOPE : Let 'em have a decent drop of rum.

S.-M. : About 5arf again, sir?

STANHOPE : Yes.

S.-M. : If the attack don't come, sir, 'ow long are
we to stand-to ?

STANHOPE : We must expect the attack any
time up till midday. After then I don't think
it'll come till to-morrow.

S.-M. : Very good. sir.

STANHOPE : We must naturally make our plans
to meet things as they happen.

S.-M. : Quite, sir.

STANHOPE : All right, sergeant-major. I'll see

you up there soon.

S.-M. : Yessir.

[He salutes and goes away.

MASON brings in four little packets of sandwiches,
and puts one packet on the table for STANHOPE.

MASON : Your sambridges, sir. 'Arf bully beef
and 5arf sardine. Sardine on top, sir.

STANHOPE : How delicious. No pate defoie gras ?
MASON : No what, sir ?
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